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Unless that be too light,

And that ye would ye might

See the distress

And heaviness

Of one slain outright,

Therewith to please your sight,

And to content your cruelness.

Then in your cruel mood

Would God forthwith ye would

With force express

My heart oppress,

To do your heart such good

To see me bathe in blood,

For to content your cruelness.

Then could ye ask no more:

Then should ye ease my sore,

And the excess

Of my distress:

And you should evermore

Defamed be therefor,

For to repent your cruelness.
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SUCH hap as I am happed in
Had never man of truth I weeru
At me Fortune list to begin
To show that never hath been seen,
A new kind of unhappiness;
Nor I cannot the thing I mean
Myself express.

Myself express my deadly pain
That can I well, if that might serve;
But when I have not help again,
That know I not, unless I sterve,
For hunger still amiddes my food,
[Lacking the thing] that I deserve
To do me good.